And will himself deliver from prison;

And, too, at heart he had compassion on

Those women, for they cried and wept as one;

And in his gentle heart he thought anon,

And softly to himself he said then: 'Tie

Upon a lord that will have no mercy,

But acts the lion, both in word and deed,

To those repentant and in fear and need,

As well as to the proud and pitiless man

That still would do the thing that he began!

That lord must surely in discretion lack

Who, in such case, can no distinction make,

But weighs both proud and humble in one scale/*

And shortly, when his ire was thus grown pale,

He looked up to the sky, with eyes alight,

And spoke these words, as he would promise plight:

"The god of love, ah benedicite!

How mighty and how great a lord is he!

Against his might may stand no obstacles,

A true god is he by his miracles;

For he can manage, in his own sweet wise,

The heart of anyone as he devise.

Lo, here, Arcita and this Palamon,

That were delivered out of my prison,

And might have lived in Thebes right royally,

Knowing me for their mortal enemy,

And also that their lives lay in my hand;

And yet their love has wiled them to this land,

Against all sense, and brought them here to die!

Look you now, is not that a folly high?

Who can be called a fool, except he love?

And see, for sake of God who sits above,

See how they bleed! Are they not well arrayed?

Thus has their lord, the god of love, repaid

Their wages and their fees for their service!

And jet they are supposed to be full wise

Who serve love well, whatever may befall!

But this is yet the best jest of them all,

That she for whom they have this jollity
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